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PREJUDICE 

by Georgia Douglas Johnson 
From The Crisis - May 1919 

These fell miasmic rings of mist, with 
ghoulish menace bound, 

Their noose-horizons tightening my little 
world around, 

They still the throbbing will to sing, to 
dance, to speed away, 

And fling the soul insurgent back into its 
shell of clay: 

Beneath these crusted silences a seething 
Etna lies, 

The fire of whose furnaces may sleep—but 
never dies! 



AD ATTICUM 

The Project Gutenberg EBook of Five Men and Pompey, by Stephen Vincent Benet 
[CICERO. 48 B. C.] 


How hot it is! Faint waves of heat steam up 
From the burnt sand without, like threads of glass, 
Blurring the vision. In the dark, cool rooms 
Within, all are asleep, and not a sound 
Breaks the tense stillness.... Why should I not sleep? 





This letter here, to Atticus, can wait.... 

No! I had better write it now, this court 
Is cool enough, the plashing fountain pleasant, 

Stylus and tablets on the table there.... 

Let me begin!... Where did I buy this style? 

Oh yes, at Patras, where we had to leave 
Poor Tiro sick—well, he is better now— 

And, Jupiter be thanked! I have escaped 
Safely from that accursed province! Gods! 

Now, even now, the names ring in my brain, 

The petty lawsuits which I must adjudge, 

The protests from the people, stricken down 
Under a shameful load of usury, 

Oppressed by every Roman thief that crept 
Into some petty office. Gods, those trials! 

They made me old before my time. That case 
Between Valerius and Volusius! 

And Brutus, the immaculate, with his interest 
Of forty-eight per cent! 

What shall I say 

To Atticus? “Caesar and I are friends.” 

Or, “Next week I shall sail from Formia 
And seek out Pompey.” 

There they stand, gouged plain 
On the smooth wax. I rub them both out—so! 

Caesar, which shall I write? I was your friend. 

Pompey has helped me always. Over all 
Stands Rome. This war I hate as I hate Hell, 

And yet must take one side.... You made the war, 

Caesar ... and the Republic perishes, 

If you are victor.... That one fact ends all. 

Rome will be better ruled? There’s something more 
Than better rule, something for which men die. 

May I have grace to die so at the end, 

Grace to pursue my vision to the last, 

Though all my body is one sweat of blood; 

Grace to reach up and touch her garment’s hem 
And see her smile down in that last, black place 
Where the swords fall. I shall be happy then. 

All heaven and earth will be repaid to me, 

In that one glance, before the swords sweep down. 

Life is a dream and a rapture, life is a voice and a breath, 

A gust of wind and a darkness, puffed in the face of Death, 
Life is a treacherous river, a house that sinks in the sand, 

A gift that poisons the giver, a ring that withers the hand. 


Yet, when a man is mighty, that dream is more than the truth, 



That wailing wind in the darkness more bright than the fires of youth, 
The ring gives wisdom and power, the house stands up like a rock, 

The river roars from the mountains, and his foemen reel at its shock. 

These are our mighty fellows, we are akin to these, 

The men who burn on the deserts, who drown in the pathless seas, 

Not for gold or for power or gems some king has thieved, 

But simply to follow a vision, to see a dream achieved! 

So, though we stand beleaguered, though the foe comes on like the sea, 
Though slaves fall down as he passes, and helot bend at his knee, 
Though there is no escaping, though the last hope is gone, 

Here in the sight of all men we buckle our armor on! 

Whatever chances, Tullia is safe; 

I only risk myself... and so, at last, 

I shall begin my letter ... yet I wonder 
If, after this, I shall see Formia 
Ever again.... No need to think of that! 

Tullia will be safe ... and Atticus; 

But, for the rest—I have lost many friends 
Already.... Bah! Come, let me get to work!... 

Tullia will be safe.... Hail, Atticus! 



MOONRISE 

The Project Gutenberg EBook of Heliodora, by Hilda Doolittle 

Will you glimmer on the sea? 
will you fling your spear-head 
on the shore? 
what note shall we pitch? 
we have a song, 

on the bank we share our arrows; 
the loosed string tells our note: 

O flight, 

bring her swiftly to our song, 
she is great, 

we measure her by the pine trees. 





*DISTANTE MELODIA...* 

by MARIO DE SA-CARNEIRO 

The Project Gutenberg EBook of Orpheu N°l, by Various 


Num sonho d’lris, morto a ouro e brasa, 
Vem-me lcmbrancas doutro Tempo azul 
Que me oscilava entre veus de tule— 

Um tempo esguio e leve, um tempo-Asa. 

Entao os meus sentidos eram cores, 
Nasciam num jardim as minhas ansias, 
Havia na minh’alma Outras distancias— 
Distancias que o segui-las era flores... 

Caia Ouro se pensava Estrelas, 

O luar batia sobre o meu alhear-me... 
Noites-lagoas, como ereis belas 
Sob terracos-liz de recordar-me!... 

Idade acorde d’Inter sonho e Lua, 

Onde as horas corriam sempre jade, 

Onde a neblina era uma saudade, 

E a luz—anseios de Princesa nua... 

Balaustrcs de som, arcos de Amar, 

Pontes de brilho, ogivas de perfume... 
Dominio inexprimivel d’Opio e lume 
Que nunca mais, em cor, hei de habitar... 

Tapetes doutras Persias mais Oriente... 
Cortinados de Chinas mais marfim... 
Aureos Templos de ritos de setim... 
Fontes correndo sombra, mansamente... 

Zimborios-pantheons de nostalgias... 
Catedrais de ser-Eu por sobre o mar... 
Escadas de honra, escadas so, ao ar... 
Novas Byzancios-alma, outras Turquias... 


Lembran 5 as fluidas... cinza de brocado... 
Irrealidade anil que em mim ondeia... 




—Ao meu redor eu sou Rei exilado, 
Vagabundo dum sonho de sereia... 


Paris 1914—Junho 30 



SOUL AND STAR 

C. Bertram Johnson 
from The Crisis - June 1919 

O oft from out the verge afar 
The dear dreams throng and throng; 
Sometimes I think my soul a star, 
And life its pulsed song 



THE VESTAL 

The Project Gutenberg EBook of The Janitor's Boy, by Nathalia Crane 


Once a pallid vestal 
Doubted truth in blue; 

Listed red as ruin, 
Harried every hue; 

Barricaded vision, 

Garbed herself in sighs; 

Ridiculed the birth marks 
Of the butterflies. 

Dormant and disdainful, 
Never could she see 

Why the golden powder 
Decorates the bee; 


Why a summer pasture 





Lends itself to paint; 

Why love unappareled 
Still remains the saint. 

Finally she faltered; 

Saw at last, forsooth, 

Every gaudy color 
Is a bit of truth. 

Then the gates were opened; 

Miracles were seen; 

That instructed damsel 
Donned a gown of green; 

Wore it in a churchyard, 

All arrayed with care; 

And a painted rainbow 
Shone above her there. 



THE WATER FROG. 

Project Gutenberg's The Bush Fire, by Ida Lee 


I wander far by bank and stream, 

Then paddle back thro’ wave and foam, 

Cross pebble stones, where waters leap; 

A froth-clad doorway hides my home. 

’Neath fern leaves’ shade I gently dream, 
While circling weeds around me throng; 

The restless waters softly flow, 

Their babbling sounds like some sweet song. 

When stronger grows the northern breeze, 

The driven stream with noisy roar, 

Blown foremost by the boisterous wind, 
Bursts headlong thro’ my shivered door. 

A twisted twig I hop or climb, 

’Tis maddening pace at times we ride; 

First, twirling gaily round in air, 

Then smoothly on the waters glide. 


Great frowning rocks above look down: 




With scornful glance they watch my glee, 
Aloud I croak, and broadly smile. 

What matter if they angry be? 

Our fleeting life is far too short, 

Tho’ merry as it well can be; 

The good, together with the bad, 

Can sweeten still this world for me. 

And when I reach my cosy home, 

The bubbling waters shout “Hurrah,” 

And hurrying onward, tell the tale 
To other streams both near and far; 

How I have braved the tempest’s din. 

And now beneath the lofty pine, 

While angry thunders make reply, 

In sweet contentment I recline. 



SONNET 

Alice Dunbar-Nelson 
The Crisis - August 1919 


I HAD not thought of violets of late, 

The wild, shy kind that spring beneath 
your feet 

In wistful April days, when lovers mate 
And wander through the fields in raptures 
sweet. 

The thought of violets meant florists' shops, 
And bows and pins, and perfumed papers 
fine; And garish lights, and mincing little fops, 
And cabarets and songs, and deadening 

So far from sweet real things my thoughts 
had strayed, 

I had forgot wide fields, and clear brown 
streams; 

The perfect loveliness that God has made 
Wild violets shy and Heaven-mounting 
dreams. 

And now—unwittingly, you've made me 
dream 








THE APPLE-MAN FROM AWBRIDGE 

The Project Gutenberg eBook, Bread and Circuses, by Helen Parry Eden 

While I stand upon the pavement and I dress the dusty stall. 

Where they sell the travelled apples, I bethink me most of all 
How the Quarentines are ripening in Michelmarsh again 
And the Apple-man from Awbridge comes a-clinking up the lane. 

Sweet and slim the Ladies’ Fingers fall around you as you 
pass, 

And the Hollycores are mellow by the pig-hole in the grass, 

’Tis but green they look, you pluck them, and you list the ratt’ling 
core— 

And the Apple-man from Awbridge comes a-chaffering at the door. 

Then the first baked batch of Profits, ’twas a treat my mother 
planned, 

Drew them foaming from the oven with the dishcloth round her hand, 
She who poured the amber cider to the pewter’s polished brink 
And the Apple-man from Awbridge wet the bargain with a drink. 

For he buys them by the bushel and he buys them on the trees 
And he sends them from the orchard plot to places such as these; 

And there’s money in your pocket and a hollow at your heart 
When the Apple-man from Awbridge comes a-loading of his cart. 

And maybe the nameless apples on the stall in Fulham Road 
Once were piled behind his pony in that fresh and fragrant load 
And maybe it was my mother pulled the Ladies’ Fingers down; 

And the Apple-man from Awbridge turned them over to the town. 











LA PEUR DU SOIR 

The Project Gutenberg EBook of La Danse de Sophocle: Poemes, by Jean Cocteau 

Le soir, dans mon jardin entoure de grillages, 

Va se poser cornme un pigeon; 

Laissons le beau pays de nos tendres voyages, 

Quittons la chaise longue en jonc. 

Je sais trop que le mauve et toumant crepuscule 
Apporte le soir apres lui, 

Et que le soir placide ou rien ne se bouscule 
N’est que le heraut de la nuit. 

Je sais que la maison, la pelouse et l'allee 
Disparaitront jusqu'a demain, 

Et que le souvenir de leur forme en allee 
Guidera mon pas et ma main. 

Je sais que peu a peu s'evanouit ta jupe, 

Ta chemisette et mon complet; 

Et qu'enfin notre coeur ne sera plus la dupe 
De tout ce luxe qui nous plait. 

Le soir apporte ailleurs l’illusion charmante 
Et l’art des voiles inconnus, 

II sait etre le masque et l’echarpe et la mante; 

Prends garde! II va nous mettre nus. 

Nos yeux caressent trop nos corps jeunes et souples, 

Helas! nous aimons trop nous voir. 

Laissons, il n’est que temps, a de plus tristes couples 
Le clair bonheur qu'il fasse noir. 

Saurions-nous le secret si divin de nous taire? 

Dirions-nous ce qu'il ne faut pas? 

Sur le muet sommeil de l'herbe et de la terre 
C'est deja trop du bruit des pas. 

Je me sens si frivole et le soir est si grave; 

Rentrons! Allume tout! J'ai peur! 

Le silence est un mur, le souvenir s'y grave, 

Et le silence est dans mon coeur. 

Nous n’avons pas la foi de ces amants illustres! 

Et c’est deja, sans rever d'eux, 

Sous le soleil du ciel ou sous celui des lustres 
Si difficile d'etre deux! 




THE GRAVE OF THE MAIDEN OF UNAHI 

_Sakimaro_ 

The Project Gutenberg EBook of Japanese Literature, by Various 
Epiphanius Wilson: Editor 

I stand by the grave where they buried 
The Maiden of Unahi, 

Whom of old the rival champions 
Did woo so jealously. 

The grave should hand down through ages 
Her story for evermore, 

That men yet unborn might love her, 

And think on the days of yore. 

And so beside the causeway 
They piled up the bowlders high; 

Nor e’er till the clouds that o'ershadow us 
Shall vanish from the sky, 

May the pilgrim along the causeway 
Forget to turn aside, 

And mourn o'er the grave of the Maiden; 

And the village folk, beside, 

Ne'er cease from their bitter weeping, 

But cluster around her tomb; 

And the ages repeat her story, 

And bewail the Maiden's doom. 

Till at last e’en I stand gazing 
On the grave where she now lies low, 

And muse with unspeakable sadness 
On the old days long ago. 









FATHER LOVE 

MRS. BERNETTA BOWMAN. 
The Crisis - October 1919 


NOT unto him does heaven grant to bend 
By day and night above the creamy 
cheek 

And dimpled smile of baby. ’Tis the meek, 
Sweet privilege of mother to attend 
The cradle shrine. There patience without 
end 

Wins her a beauty words can never speak. 
Her troubled joy has nothing more to seek 
Where life and love in one devotion blend. 
For him the heavy world, all day for him 
The tyrant task, the tension of the mind: 
But toil were vain as any froth or foam, 
Were not that hour to come when twilight 
dim 

Brings weariness, and father turns to find 
Rest with the blessed angels of his home 



IV. NIGHT ON THE SHORE. 

from THE NORTH SEA. 

FIRST CYCLUS. 

Project Gutenberg's Poems and Ballads of Heinrich Heine 


Starless and cold is the night, 

The sea yawns; 

And outstretched flat on his paunch, over the sea, 

Lies the uncouth North-wind. 

Secretly with a groaning, stifled voice, 

Like a peevish, crabbed man in a freak of good humor, 
He babbles to the ocean, 

And recounts many a mad tale, 

Stories of murderous giants, 

Quaint old Norwegian Sagas, 

And from time to time, with re-echoing laughter, 




He howls forth 

The conjuration-songs of the Edda, 

With Runic proverbs 

So mysteriously arrogant, so magically powerful, 
That the white children of the sea 
High in the air upspring and rejoice, 

Intoxicated with insolence. 

Meanwhile on the level beach, 

Over the wave-wetted sand, 

Strides a stranger whose heart 
Is still wilder than wind or wave. 

Where his feet fall 

Sparks are scattered and shells are cracked. 

And he wraps himself closer in his gray mantle, 
And walks rapidly through the windy night, 
Surely guided by a little light, 

That kindly and invitingly beams 
From the lonely fisherman's hut. 

Father and brother are on the sea, 

And quite alone in the hut 
Bides the fisher's daughter, 

The fisher's rarely-beautiful daughter. 

She sits on the hearth, 

And listens to the cosy auspicious hum 
Of the boiling kettle, 

And lays crackling fagots upon the fire. 

And blows thereon, 

Till the flickering red flames 
With a magic charm are reflected 
On her blooming face. 

On her delicate white shoulders 
Which so pathetically outpeep 
From the coarse gray smock, 

And on her little tidy hand 
Which gathers more closely the petticoat 
About her dainty loins. 

But suddenly the door springs wide, 

And in steps the nocturnal stranger 
His eyes rest with confident love 
On the slim, white maiden, 

Who stands trembling before him, 

Fike a frightened lily. 

And he flings his mantle to the ground 
And laughs and speaks. 

"Thou see'st my child! I keep my word. 

And I come, and with me, comes 



The olden time when the gods of heaven 
Descended to the daughters of men. 

And embraced the daughters of men. 

And begot with them 
A race of sceptre-bearing kings, 

And heroes, the wonder of the world. 

But thou my child, no longer stand amazed 
At my divinity. 

And I beseech thee, boil me some tea with rum, 
For it is cold out doors, 

And in such a night-air as this, 

Even we, the eternal gods, must freeze. 

And we easily catch a divine catarrh, 

And an immortal cough." 



TWO MYTHOLOGICAL POEMS 

The Project Gutenberg EBook of Out of the Flame, by Osbert Sitwell 


I. THE JEALOUS GODDESS 

Silenus left the mainland 
On a floating barrel of wine, 

His sail was plaited from peach-leaves, and 
The leaves of the fig and vine. 

Small waves seemed masks of laughter 
As they rose at Silenus agape, 

For his feet were purple with the slaughter 
And the crushing of the Phoenix-blooded grape. 
But the little golden winds of the autumn 
Flew with him all the way, 

Like a fleecy flock of Seraphim 
They waited on him all the day— 

When the Syren swam to sing to him 
From her island where the dolphins play, 

They pelted her with lemons and with persimmon 
Till the Syren dived away. 

They blew down silver trumpets to summon 
Sea-monsters that peer from the spray. 

But the sound of seraphic hunting-horn 




Brayed to the nearing golden strand, 

Till each ogre, dragon, giant and unicorn 
Sprang from his cave, to guard his land 
—This dear, dear land of Venus 
Where the hippogrifif and griffin play! 
For if the Syren sang to Silenus 
What would Jealous Venus say? 


II. BACCHANALIA 

"... From over-indulgence in wine, and 
other dietetic peccadilloes." 

BAEDEKER’S "Southern Italy." 


Where little waves claw the golden grapes, 

Springing at the terraced hills like lions, 

Where pirates swagger in earrings and black-capes 
And the roses and the lilies grow like dandelions, 

Silenus, I regret to say, sat 
On an empty, purple vat, 

(And his life-long love, the Lady Venus 
Had left for Olympus, shocked at Silenus). 

The Syren’s voice, like a golden bee, 

Trembles through the leaves of each lemon tree, 

Winging, like a bird, from her island grove 
It brought Silenus a message of love; 

But, as, rather helpless, he heard the Syren's song 
He felt that his behaviour was material—was wrong, 

He tore the tinted vine-leaves from his tousled hair 
Shouted for his satellites, dragged them from their lair, 
Mentioned, most severely, the iniquities of drink 
(Though his speech came thick and indistinct); 

But his followers were angry, woken out of sleep, 
Recalled to him that the sea was deep, 

That if it was water he really would prefer, 

And the singing of the Syren, he could go to look for her! 
But, Silenus, though pink and fat, 

Was strong, for the matter of that... 

He fought like a lion, and bellowed like a seal, 

But he had filled his followers with missionary zeal, 
They swung him high, and swung him low, 

Then threw him (plomp) where the salt waves blow. 

The syren stopped her singing at a piteous cry, 

Saw a spout of water mounting hundreds of feet high, 



And Jonah aboard a neighbouring sail, 
Sang "Yo-ho, yo-ho, I spy a whale!" 



Untitled Selection from_ENSLAVED_ 

The Project Gutenberg EBook of Selected Poems, by John Masefield 


All early in the April, when daylight comes at five, 

I went into the garden most glad to be alive; 

The thrushes and the blackbirds were singing in the thorn, 

The April flowers were singing for joy of being born. 

I smelt the dewy morning come blowing through the woods 
Where all the wilding cherries do toss their snowy snoods; 

I thought of the running water where sweet white violets grow. 

I said: “I’ll pick them for her; because she loves them so.” 

So in the dewy morning I turned to climb the hill, 

Beside the running water whose tongue is never still. 

Oh, delicate green and dewy were all the budding trees; 

The blue dog-violets grew there, and many primroses. 

Out of the wood I wandered, but paused upon the heath 
To watch, beyond the tree-tops, the wrinkled sea beneath; 

Its blueness and its stillness were trembling as it lay 
In the old un-autumned beauty that never goes away. 

And the beauty of the water brought my love into my mind, 

Because all sweet love is beauty, and the loved thing turns to kind; 
And I thought, “It is a beauty spread for setting of your grace, 

O white violet of a woman with the April in your face.” 

So I gathered the white violets where young men pick them still, 

And I turned to cross the woodland to her house beneath the hill, 

And I thought of her delight in the flowers that I brought her, 

Bright like sunlight, sweet like singing, cool like running of the water. 




THE CLOUD 

The Project Gutenberg EBook of The Glebe 1913/09 (Vol. 1, No. 1): Songs, 
Sighs and Curses, by Adolf Wolff 

There hovers over me a muddy cloud, 

Enveloping me in its gloomy shadow, 

That dims the native sunshine of my heart, 

That dulls the keen perception of the mind, 

That stunts the latent powers of the soul, 

That smothers all the rising flames of hope, 

That cowes the wings of genius that would soar. 

I am forever followed by this cloud, 

I can't escape, I cannot flee this cloud, 

This muddy, gloomy, hell-begotten cloud— 

The dollar sign is traced upon this cloud! 



BEAT! BEAT! DRUMS! 

The Project Gutenberg EBook of Memories of Lincoln, by Walt Whitman 

Beat! beat! drums!—blow! bugles! 
blow! 

Through the windows—through doors 
—burst like a ruthless force. 

Into the solemn church, and scatter 
the congregation, 

Into the school where the scholar is 
studying; 

Leave not the bridegroom quiet—no 
happiness must he have now 
with his bride, 

Nor the peaceful farmer any peace 
ploughing his field or gathering 








his grain, 

So fierce you whirr and pound you 
drums—so shrill you bugles blow. 

Beat! beat! drums!—blow! bugles! 
blow! 

Over the traffic of cities—over the rumble 
of wheels in the streets; 

Are beds prepared for sleepers at night 
in the houses? no sleepers must 
sleep in those beds, 

No bargainers’ bargains by day—no 
brokers or speculators—would 
they continue? 

Would the talkers be talking? would the 
singer attempt to sing? 

Would the lawyer rise in the court to 
state his case before the judge? 

Then rattle quicker, heavier drums—you 
bugles wilder blow. 

Beat! beat! drums!—blow! bugles! 
blow! 

Make no parley—stop for no 
expostulation, 

Mind not the timid—mind not the weeper 
or prayer, 

Mind not the old man beseeching the 
young man, 

Let not the child's voice be heard, nor 
the mother's entreaties, 

Make even the trestles to shake the 
dead where they lie awaiting the 
hearses, 

So strong you thump O terrible drums 
—so loud you bugles blow. 







AN OBSTACLE. 

The Project Gutenberg EBook of In this our world, by Charlotte Perkins Gilman 


I was climbing up a mountain-path 
With many things to do, 

Important business of my own, 

And other people’s too, 

When I ran against a Prejudice 
That quite cut off the view. 

My work was such as could not wait, 
My path quite clearly showed, 

My strength and time were limited, 

I carried quite a load; 

And there that hulking Prejudice 
Sat all across the road. 

So I spoke to him politely, 

For he was huge and high, 

And begged that he would move a bit 
And let me travel by. 

He smiled, but as for moving!— 

He didn’t even try. 

And then I reasoned quietly 
With that colossal mule: 

My time was short—no other path— 
The mountain winds were cool. 

I argued like a Solomon; 

He sat there like a fool. 

Then I flew into a passion, 

I danced and howled and swore. 

I pelted and belabored him 
Till I was stiff and sore; 

He got as mad as I did— 

But he sat there as before. 

And then I begged him on my knees; 

I might be kneeling still 

If so I hoped to move that mass 
Of obdurate ill-will— 

As well invite the monument 
To vacate Bunker Hill! 

So I sat before him helpless, 

In an ecstasy of woe— 



The mountain mists were rising fast, 
The sun was sinking slow— 

When a sudden inspiration came, 

As sudden winds do blow. 

I took my hat, I took my stick, 

My load I settled fair, 

I approached that awful incubus 
With an absent-minded air— 

And I walked directly through him, 
As if he wasn’t there! 
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